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	1. Summary

**Summary: Mikayla just wanted to have a life but when Freddy begins to invade their dreams and sends both Jason Voorhees AND Michael Myers to Elm Street to kill so he could come back, an epic battle begins. Who will Mikayla side with? And more importantly, who will win? Will Michael and Jason be enough to destroy the dream fiend? And what will happen afterwards for her? Find out.**


	2. Chapter 1: Jason's resurrection

**Freddy: My children. From the very beginning it was the children who gave me my power. The Springwood Slasher, that's what they called me. My reign of terror was legendary. Dozens of children would fall by my blades. Then the parents of Springwood came for me...taking justice into their own hands. When I was alive, I might have been a little naughty but after they killed me...I became something much, much worse - the stuff nightmares are made of. The children still feared me and their fear gave me the power to invade their dreams. And that's when the fun really began! Until, they figured out a way to forget about me...to erase me completely! Being dead wasn't a problem. But being forgotten - now that's a bitch! I can't come back if nobody remembers me! I can't come back if nobody's afraid! I had to search the bowels of Hell...but I found someone...someone who'll make em remember. He may get the blood, but I'll get the glory. And that fear is my ticket home.**

**- Freddy Kruger. **

* * *

><p>A young woman with brown hair just past her shoulders, stood by Camp Crystal Lake. She was about to strip but turned when she heard a noise. "Mike? Is that you?" She grinned and pulled her shirt open to reveal her breasts. "Alright, fuck you then. I'm heading in," she said when she didn't get an answer and stripped before running and diving into the cold water. She looked around uneasily and jumped when she heard a crack in the distance. "Mike? Come on, it's not funny anymore!" From the water, she peered around but couldn't see anything or anyone. Where was Mike? She quickly swam back to the dock and climbed back up. She was cold and wet but she ran to her clothes and pulled her shirt on, not bothering to button it up. Her eyes widened in fear and horror and she immediately set off in a run. She stopped in horror as a large figure emerged from the fog and her mouth dropped open. She gasped in terror and ran in the opposite direction - into the woods. She screamed as she fell to the ground and peered around again. Still nothing. She got to her feet and stepped backwards. She stiffened when she hit something, her hand automatically moving to see what it was and she let out a sigh of relief when she realized it was just a tree. Moving away from the tree, she again stepped backwards, not noticing there was someone standing behind her. The person took a step forward just as she was turning around. She let out a scream as he slammed his machete into her with such force that she was pinned to the tree. She was dead instantly. Blood ran down her feet and dripped from his machete.<p>

_"Jason."_

Jason looked around. He didn't see as the corpse of the girl lifted her head up. "I should have been watching them, not drinking, not meeting a boy at the lake," she said. Jason slowly turned back to look at her. She vanished and was replaced with a boy. "I deserve to be punished. We all deserved to be punished."

_"Jason,"_ a soft voice came from behind him. He recognized it as the voice of his mother. But what was she doing there? He remembered her murder. "_My special, special boy."_ She smiled. _"Do you know what your gift is? No matter what they do to you, you cannot die. You can never die."_ She gave a wide smile that showed her teeth. _"You've just been sleeping, honey."_ Jason tilted his head. _"But now, the time has come to wake up. Mommy has something she wants you to do." _In the ground lay Jason. The beating of a heart could be heard. _"I need you to go to Elm Street. The children have been very bad on Elm Street. Rise up, Jason! Your work isn't finished! Hear my voice and live again!"_ She cried. Jason's eyes snapped open and he dug himself out from his grave and stalked the woods once more. He could hear his mother's voice as she continued. _"Make them remember me, Jason. Make them remember what fear tastes like!"_

But what Jason failed to notice was when the figure of his mother morphed into another figure. A figure of a man. Freddy. Freddy chuckled. "I've been away from my children for far too long. In the blink of an eye, he vanished. After all, he still had one more person to find.

_Michael Myers._

* * *

><p>Michael Myers was furious! Not only had he failed to kill his baby sister but he'd also failed to kill his niece as well. Both Laurie and Jamie had been reunited and were now in a safe place. As for him, he was being taken back to Smith's Grove - the one place he absolutely loathed with a passion. Rage coursed through him. He was about to get up and kill the people who were taking him back when a voice spoke to him in his mind. "Michael." He glanced around but saw no one. He tilted his head and listened. "I can help you get revenge if you'll do something for me. I'll help you kill the rest of your family if you go to Elm Street. The children there have been very bad and need to be punished. Go to Elm Street and help Jason. When you're done, I'll help you."<p>

It didn't look like it but Michael hesitated. The only place he ever went back to was Haddonfield. He'd never travelled anywhere else. He'd never really had to. Did he really want to listen to a voice? It DID promise to help him deal with his family after. Coming to a decision, he got to his feet and broke the chains around him. Two officers attempted to stop him only for him to grab the nearest sharp object and stab them with it. He climbed out of the van and walked away. First, he would help this 'Jason' and then...he would deal with his family. Hopefully then, the curse would finally go away.


	3. Chapter 2: Michael and Jason

Mikayla sat on the sofa reading while Lori and the others joked and laughed. Gibbs, a girl with long blonde hair, got to her feet and lit a cigarette. Mikayla raised her eyebrows at this as Lori stared at her.

"What?" Gibbs asked.

"I thought you quit?" Lori questioned.

Gibbs shrugged. "I only smoke when I drink."

"Which is all the time," Kia pointed out sarcastically.

Gibbs shrugged again. "Well, I'll work on that next." She went and sat by the open window, not noticing Jason standing outside. Suddenly, there was a knock on the door. Lori looked at Gibbs and Kia, who looked away guiltily. She turned to Mikayla but she only shrugged. Gibbs went to open the door. Two boys stood outside. She kissed one of them and was a little put out when he shoved her back. "What have I told you about kissing me after you smoked?"

Mikayla gritted her teeth, wanting to say something but forced herself to remain silent. They stepped into the house and looked around.

"So where's Lauren?"

_"Lori. _This is Lori's house so don't break anything."

"Whatever."

Mikayla felt her patience leaving as she continued to listen to this arrogant asshole. Who the hell did he think he was? She took a deep breath and calmed herself down.

* * *

><p>Meanwhile, Michael had arrived in Elm Street and was currently looking for Jason. He found the hockey masked killer standing outside a house. Michael walked over to him and waited. Jason turned to look at him. He raised his hand but stopped when he heard his mother's voice calling for him. <em>"Jason. This is Michael. He will assist you on punishing those children. Work together and kill them, Jason. Kill them for Mommy." <em>

Jasonlet his machete fall to his side and went back to watching the teenagers. The two killers peered into the house and observed each teenager. Almost all of them but one were talking and laughing and drinking. Rage filled Jason and he wanted nothing more than to storm right in and kill them there and then. His eyes fell on the only teenager that didn't seem to be doing any of the stuff the others were. She was sat on a single couch just quietly reading. Jason was surprised at this. All the teens he came across acted like sluts and whores, drinking, doing drugs and having sex constantly. So why wasn't she? Was she different?

He shook his head. No, she was a teenager just like the others. She wasn't different and she would die just like the rest. Both Michael and Jason watched as the girl with long, blonde hair and a boy with short dark hair got to their feet and left the room, holding hands. Jason was stunned at the look on the girl that had been reading. She was looking in their direction, disgust, annoyance and slight fury was painted on her pretty face. Maybe she was different after all. She had to be if she was disgusted by their behavior and didn't drink. Jason felt conflicted. He was told to kill them but maybe he could spare one. Maybe.

Michael, for his part also knew what the two teens were getting up to. He was also used to it having killed so many teens that went to his house to explore and have sex. The urge to kill them was strong but he resisted. He would wait. He could kill them all especially with Jason's help despite the fact there were a few of them but he didn't want them alerting anyone. Michael's gaze turned to each of the teens as he observed them closely. He wanted to see what their weaknesses and strengths were so he could use it against them. His eyes fell on the same girl Jason had been looking at moments before. She had dark hair that had been put up in a long ponytail. She wasn't wearing anything revealing nor did she seem like a typical teen should act. This interested Michael for some unknown reason and he found himself calming down. This surprised him the most. In all his time, never had he found something or someone that could calm him down. Not even Jamie.

Sure, the little girl had tried but in the end she had failed. Just like everyone else before her. So why was he not feeling the usual rage when he looked at her? His grip on his knife loosened as he continued to stare at the girl. Something wasn't right with her. He knew it, but what was it? He didn't know but he would find out soon enough.

* * *

><p>After having sex, Gibbs tried to cuddle up to Trey and wasn't really surprised when he pushed her away roughly. "What are you doing? You know I don't cuddle after sex."<p>

She frowned as he leant over to grab a beer. Feeling angry and hurt, she covered it up with sarcasm and anger. "Fine, I'll just go take a shower then," she snapped and walked out of the room.

"Whatever." He rolled onto his stomach as he took another sip, not noticing Jason until it was too late. Jason raised his machete and plunged it into the boys back again and again. He ignored the chocked gasps and cries and kept stabbing him. When he finally stopped, he watched silently as Trey's hand spasmed and as a last act of torture, he lifted both ends of the bed and forced them together, forcing Trey's body to break in half with the bed and killing him.

With his work done for now, Jason left the room in search of Michael.

* * *

><p>Michael waited outside and listened as screams filled the house. He stepped into the shadows and watched as the teens ran out screaming. One was dressed only in a towel and covered in blood. It was raining but Michael didn't care. His eyes narrowed when he noticed the girl from before wasn't with them. Was she dead already? Did Jason kill her? Michael glanced back at the house and walked in. He heard hurried footsteps and headed towards them. It was the girl. The girl from before. What was she doing? Surely she should be screaming in fear just like her friends. She seemed to be looking for something. She ran through the kitchen, jumping up at the counter frantically. "Where is it? Where is it?"<p>

Where was what? What was she looking for? He took a step forward, ready to kill her but felt himself being tugged back. He looked to see Jason. Why was he pulling Michael away? He thought about pulling away and doing what he usually did but that wasn't what he came to do. He needed help and the only way to get it was by cooperating. Instead of simply killing her like he usually would, he followed Jason out of the house and down the street.


	4. Chapter 3: Not strong enough

Lori was tired and annoyed. The cops had taken them to the station and questioned them one by one but they didn't seem to believe them. Worse still, they refused to give any answers to her when she questioned them about the name she'd heard them say. As soon as he left, she closed her eyes and tried to remember the name she'd heard. No sooner had she remembered, she found herself alone in the station. "Hello?" She got to her feet and left the room. She could hear the sounds of what sounded like a child sobbing. Drops of blood appeared and disappeared leaving her to believe it wanted her to follow. She slowly made her way around a corner and saw a little girl with short brown hair. The girl was sat crying with her back to Lori. Lori headed towards her. "Hello? Are you okay?" She screamed when the girl turned her head and looked around.

Where once where pretty eyes were now blank, bleeding, empty sockets. The girl stood up and followed her as she backed away. "His name is Freddy Kruger and he likes children. Especially little girls. Soon he will be strong enough. It's okay to be afraid. We were all afraid. Warn your friends, warn everyone," she said in what sounded like were two voices mixed together.

Lori woke up with a start and looked around, panting. What was going on.

* * *

><p>A boy sat outside his house, grieving for his dead friend. He rolled his eyes when his dad walked out to join him, a serious expression on his face. "Blake, we need to talk."<p>

"Not now dad."

But the man ignored him. "What were you doing over there? You were supposed to be watching your sister. Were you drinking? Well?"

"My best friend was just killed dad so how about some fucking respect?!"

man's lips pursed but he headed back inside. "You watch yourself boy," he warned.

Blake ignored him. He didn't care. "I'll get him Trey. I swear I will. The cops let slip a name. Freddy. I'm gonna kill him," he mumbled to himself. He looked up as some nearby bushes rustled. He got to his feet and walked down the steps and into the road. "Someone there?" Dark laughter made his blood chill and he turned to see a man standing on the end of the road. The man was wearing gloves with knives attached to them and his skin was horribly burnt. Blake tried to run but a shadow rose up and blocked his way. He tried running in another direction but was once again blocked. He cried out when the shadow swung a hand right through him, expecting nothing but pain.

He was surprised and relieved when nothing happened and he patted his body and ran back to the house. He didn't see Freddy watching him go with a thoughtful expression. A hand went to his shoulder and he tapped a bladed finger thoughtfully. "Not strong enough. But I will be soon enough. In the meantime, I'll let Jason and Michael have a little fun."

Blake woke up with a start. He gasped and closed his eyes. It was just a dream. He frowned when he noticed his dad sitting next to him seemingly staring at nothing. He shook the man lightly. "Dad?" Horror filled him as his dad's head fell onto his lap and he scrambled to his feet. Blood spurted from the stub. He took two steps back and hit something. He turned to see Jason looming over him, machete raised in purpose. Blake meekly held up his dad's head as a pathetic shield as Jason brought the machete down, killing him.

Blood spattered on the windows.

* * *

><p>Michael walked down the deserted street. He found himself missing Haddonfield. His hometown was where he was born and brought up. He knew it like he knew the back of his hand. He didn't know this place and made him feel uncomfortable and uneasy. He wondered what would happen if he were to start killing here? Would Haddonfield police get involved? Would doctor Loomis come looking for him? Truth be told, he would rather be out hunting for Laurie and Jamie than be there in that town. He didn't understand what he was feeling. He'd never felt anything before much less worry. Was it because he was in an unfamiliar place? Or was it more than that? In an effort to distract himself, he tried to think of something else. Images of those teens hit him and he felt the rage returning. At that precise moment, a girl with red hair stepped into his vision.<p>

Michael stalked the girl quietly before finally grabbing her and stabbing her then slitting her throat. He dropped the body carelessly and walked away.


End file.
